CHAPTER 117 


August 13, 2011 


“Oh wow... That’s uh... That’s a lot of empty cans.” 


Justin had found his way over to Kurt’s house with Maya’s help. More of an 
apartment really. With everything that was going on as of late, he wanted to make 
sure Kurt was holding up alright. Because it wasn’t just Justin that was hurting from 
this situation. It was Kurt. And you could tell given that there were empty beer cans 
everywhere. Mind you the guy only just turned twenty; not even legal drinking age. 
| suppose he just looked older than he actually was. Either that or he got it from 
some of his contacts. Justin recalled him having a friend in alcohol that had gotten 
in touch with Maya’s brother one time. Maybe that’s where he got all the booze? 
God knows this must have done a hell of a number on his pay check. 


Justin and Maya slowly crept into the house, Kurt sitting on the couch, downing 
another can, watching some stupid show on television. He was just trying to keep 
his mind off of everything; but it’s not like you could just forget that you weren’t 
human. He could try to pretend it was a lie all he wanted, but deep down he knew 
the truth. And the truth can really hurt sometime. Justin and Maya stepped over 
crushed up cans that Kurt had left tossed about the floor. Apparently he never 
heard of using a trash-can. / mean, | get your depressed and stuff, but FUCK! This is 
just unsanitary! It was a moment before they made it over to the couch with Kurt, 
who had barley even acknowledged their presence. You’d think he’d be more 
alarmed about people just coming into his house; especially with booze littered all 
over the place... But then, he probably also should have locked the door. 


“I'd ask how you’re holding up, but | think I’ve already got an answer to that.” Justin 
remarked as Maya and him sat down on the couch beside him Kurt groaned a bit, 
rubbing at his head before taking another sip of the can in his hand and throwing it 
over his shoulder into the mountain of cans slowly building up behind the couch. It 
was a wonder this guy didn’t get alcohol poisoning... though, come to think of it, 
shadows probably didn’t have livers. He’d probably be fine. 


“That obvious?” Kurt croaked, leaning forward to grab another can of beer from the 
table in front of him. “I’ve been trying to get drunk for the last two days; but 
apparantly whatever the hell a shadow is can’t get drunk.” He groaned with slight 
anger. Getting drunk would have been the best solution to all of this honestly; it 
would take his mind off of things for a while, and he’d probably think all that 
shadow crap was part of his drinking spree. So much for that plan. Kurt sighed, 
popping the can of beer open before pushing it up to his lips to take a sip. 


“You know; you really should hide those cans better. It’s not exactly legal.” Justin 
spoke up, eyeing the litter behind the couch. Kurt just shrugged a bit. He really 
didn’t care if his apartment looked like a mess anymore. His LIFE was a fucking 
mess; why the hell should he even care if his apartment was clean or not. It didn’t 
even matter now. 


“Yeah, well it’s not exactly legal for you two to be smoking either; now is it?” Kurt 
remarked sarcastically, before letting loose a slight sigh and leaning back. “If either 
of you want one; go right ahead. They’re not doing me much good anyway.” Justin 
passed Kurt a funny look like he was insane. He really should have expected that 
from Kurt though, given that he pretty much did the exact same thing with smokes. 
Because remember kids; it’s okay to take the smokes, but don’t you dare touch that 
alcohol. 


“I think we’ll pas- Maya what the hell are you doing?” Justin cut himself off as he 
noticed Maya lean forward to grab a can of her own. Justin just stared at her with 
disgust as she gripped the can before leaning back, eyeing it as though deciding 
whether or not to open it up and take a sip. Strangely enough, that ‘don’t you dare’ 
look Justin was giving her did nothing but convince her to try some. 


“What? You got to try some on that camping trip, now it’s my turn.” Maya remarked 
before flipping the tab on the can open. Justin tried to plead with her not to take a 
sip using only his eyes, but Maya wasn’t having any of that shit. She quickly took a 
sip of the beverage... and immediately her face scrunched up, a sour expression on 
her face as she examined the contents of the can. It was a moment before she put 
it back on the table; content with not getting a buzz off of it. “Okay... Yeah; | can 
see why that was a bad idea.” She remarked, trying to get the taste off her tongue. 
Must be an acquired taste. Justin shook his head, a slight smirk on his face before 
turning his attention back over to Kurt. 


“Come on man; this really isn’t healthy for you.” 


“Debatable.” Kurt cut off Justin’s lecture about how alcohol was going to kill him or 
something. If he couldn’t even get drunk, if he wasn’t even human; he was probably 
going to be just fine. There was nothing unhealthy about HIM downing twelve cases 
of that shit. Justin just shook his head in disapproval however. First of all, that WAS 
unhealthy as fuck; but that’s not what he was referring to. 


“Not that. You can’t keep beating yourself up like this; you’ll make yourself sick.” 
Justin explained. Kurt sighed slightly. Yeah, probably; but that didn’t mean he was 
going to stop. It wasn’t like he didn’t WANT to stop, he literally could not. This 
wasn’t just like... scratching the paint on someone’s car, or giving someone the 
wrong answer on a test. He wasn’t a fucking person! You can’t ignore something 
like that; especially when there was probably murder involved. 


“| don’t get this. I’ve been going through my memories for the last few days... | 
don’t remember any of this shit. | remember pretty much everything else... So does 
that mean | was always I... what did you call it? A shadow?” Kurt mused aloud. He 
could remember everything. His childhood, his teenage years, school, his business, 
med school, his friends, his family, every little fucking thing. He didn’t remember no 
fucking TV, he didn’t remember killing anyone, he didn’t remember... well, not 
being Kurt. So unless he was born as a shadow, or he was a shadow as a fucking 
infant, this made ZERO sense. Justin scratched at the back of his head slightly. 


“Well... Maybe you just forgot. You know; like how | forgot about you know wh-“ 


“I’m right fucking here Justin!” Maya cut him off. She had no problem with him 
forgetting her; that was what she had tried to do after all. He didn’t need Justin 
rubbing it in her face and talking about it like she wasn’t there though. | mean 
goddamn; could he be any more obvious. Justin shrugged his shoulders in slight 
embarrassment. The point still stood, regardless of whether or not Maya was 
offended by it. Kurt shook his head slightly. 


“It doesn’t matter anyway. None of this fucking matters.” He grimaced aloud, 
drowning his sorrows away in the can of beer in his hand. Justin and Maya just 
gazed at him with sympathetic eyes for a moment. It seemed beyond their 
comprehension how someone like Kurt could be so depressed. He was always so 
upbeat and lively... perhaps that was the worst part of all of this. They hadn’t just 
broke Kurt; they broke his spirits. Justin sighed after a moment before placing his 
hand along Kurt’s shoulder in a reassuring pat. 


“.,.l never should have said anything when | saw the blood that day. Everything 
would have been fine if | kept my mouth shut.” Justin mused aloud. If anyone was to 
blame for all of this, it was him. Kurt was just an innocent caught up in 
circumstances beyond his control. No one should have been holding him 
accountable for anything. No one but himself, of course... He was blaming himself 
for being... well himself. If anyone should have been blamed, it was Justin; not him. 
Kurt shook his head in denial. 


“No. You did the right thing. | would have done the same thing in your position. It’s 
not your fault.” Kurt cut Justin off. It wasn’t Justin’s fault that he was what he was. 
And what he was wasn’t human. Any reasonable person would have pushed him 
against the wall if they had found out he was some... shadow... a shadow of the real 
Kurt. No, he didn’t hold Justin accountable for trying to stop what was a man just 
wearing his friend’s face. Truth be told, Kurt himself didn’t even know if they were 
truly friends. Was it him and Justin, or the original Kurt and Justin? He didn’t 
remember when the swap out occurred; he didn’t even know if one DID occur. His 
memory was clearly missing some key parts... perhaps these weren’t even his 
memories at all. He could remember his life from birth to now; never once did he 
remember anything about that television world. So where did the shadow come into 


play? He didn’t know. As far as he could remember, he was always Kurt. Boy could 
memories be deceiving. 


“Well if it’s not my fault, and it’s not your fault, than whose fault is it?” Justin 
questioned out loud, a slight grin sweeping across his face. If they both were taking 
responsibility for their own actions, responsibility the others were denying needed 
to be taken, then was any wrong truly done? Plenty. But that was in the past; they 
needed to fix their mistakes, not dwell on who did what. Kurt raised his eyebrow in 
slight confusion. That seemed as good a question as any if you asked him. 


“No one?” Kurt choked up, getting slightly annoyed by all of this. They could point 
fingers all they wanted but that really didn’t change the fact that he was not 
human. He didn’t care about that stuff with the wall or the television... he just cared 
about the lie he had been living for... God only knows how long. Could have been all 
of five minutes for all he knew; could have been forever. The only one who could 
answer that question was the real Kurt; and he was long gone. Justin spread his 
arms put slightly. 


“Exactly! Look man, we’re here for you. We’ll help you figure everything out. 
Because- Hey look at me Kurt.” Justin snapped in his face as Kurt went to turn his 
attention back to the screen to ignore Justin. He sighed in defeat before turning 
back to him, annoyed by this whole intervention. /ust /et me rot away in peace here 
in my apartment, please. God knows | probably don’t have to eat or anything 
anyway... “It doesn’t matter if you’re a shadow or not. Maybe you don’t bleed the 
same color as the rest of us, maybe you don’t need to eat as much as we do; that 
doesn’t matter. You are still you; that’s all that matters.” Kurt stared at Justin for a 
moment, processing his words in his mind. It felt like hours before a slight grin 
slowly started to crack through Kurt’s grim expression. Still as pearly white as ever. 


“It’s not that easy, man.” 


“Nothing’s ever that easy. That’s why we’re here to help.” Justin and Maya grinned 
reassuringly to Kurt. It was quiet for a moment as everyone soaked in the 
atmosphere, the words that the others had spoke, After maybe two, three minutes, 
Kurt leaned forward and put the beer can in his hand on the living room table. He 
was done wasting his time trying to get drunk. It wasn’t working anyway; and 
besides... he had better things to do now. 


“.. hanks, man.” 


“And...?” Maya interrupted, rolling her hands around slightly, trying to coax Kurt 
into finishing that thought. Kurt chuckled to himself. Even though Maya didn’t do 
anything but drink his beer, he supposed he owed her thanks too. Besides; she did 
help him home the day prior... He supposed THAT was worthy of thanks at the very 
least. 


“Yes, yes, thank you too Maya.” Kurt laughed. 


“Well when you Say it like that-“ Maya grumbled to herself. She didn’t like her role 
in all of this being considered secondary to Justin. She helped too, believe it or not... 
Maybe not as much, but she still helped, dammit! She deserved some recognition 
without her having to jump down Kurt’s throat to get him to admit she was helpful. 
Kurt laughed slightly at the now pouting Maya, pushing his back back against the 
couch as he turned his head towards the television. He was tired; apparently you 
didn’t need to get drunk to become exhausted of drinking. 


Justin and Maya soon turned their attention to the screen as well, curious what it 
was Kurt had been watching all this time. It was on a commercial; figures. Though 
I'd be lying if | said Justin and Maya didn’t seem interested with the advertisement. 
Apparently they were opening up a paintball venue on the outskirts of Inaba. A 
strange place to open up shop, in all honesty. Not necessarily because it was on the 
outskirts; after all, the woods were the best place to play paintball. No, | mean why 
they picked Inaba to open this place. It was a small town, so you had to wonder if 
they would get enough business to warrant opening the place up. Though, to be 
fair, Justin could think of a lot of people he’d love to shoot in the face with a 
paintball; perhaps the same could be said of the others. It might just be what this 
place needed. 


“Geeze, | haven’t gone paintballing in forever.” Maya spoke up after a moment. Kurt 
and Justin both passed each other a funny look before turning their attention to 
Maya. Maya was into a lot of dangerous and stupid things; never had they 
considered paintball being one of them though. Hell, Justin didn’t even know when 
she could have went; she never went with him, that was for sure. And usually you 
have to be around thirteen to play, right? So... that should have been around the 
time they met. Why the hell DIDN’T she invite him? Justin liked to shoot things... 
Uh... What’s the ‘no homo’ equivalent for psychpopaths? 


“You've been paintballing?” Justin asked after a moment. Maya nodded in 
confirmation, chewing at her fingernails in the process as she watched the 
television screen. 


“Yeah, my brother took me a while back; a little bit before | met you | think.” Maya 
mused aloud, trying to remember the specifics. “It was me and a couple of his 
friends. Poor Noah.” Maya remarked with slight sadness. Once again Kurt and Justin 
passed each other a funny look before turning back to Maya. It just kept getting 
stranger and stranger. 


“Noah?” 


“Like | said; friend of my brother. We were all on one team; but when we were all 
suiting up Noah decided he didn’t want to hear it. He went in without the padding or 
the helmet on, thought he was being funny, right? Sure enough, took one right in 


the eye.” Maya explained, making a gesture with her arm as though trying to mimic 
the bullet’s trajectory. Justin started laughing immediately. That’s what happens 
when you get cocky. Well at least it made for an interesting story. I’m sure they 
were all laughing about it the next day. 


“Oh man; I’m sure he was regretting that one in the morning.” Justin continued to 
laugh. 


“Well, yeah. He’s blind now.” And within a split second, laughter cut right off. Ever 
have one of those moments where you unintentionally did something that made 
you feel like a huge douchebag. This was one of those. How was he supposed to 
know that taking a paintball to the eye would blind you. | mean, yeah it would 
probably hurt, but blind? That seemed so farfetched. Well he sure as hell felt like an 
ass now. He rubbed at the back of his head in slight embarrassment; mortified that 
he was laughing at the incident that had blinded a man. 


“O-Oh... Uh... whoops.” Justin tried to make it clear that he didn’t mean anything by 
it; but in turn he only sounded like more of a douchebag. “I-| mean... uh... You 
know...” Maya shook her head, a slight smirk on her face. Justin wasn’t sure what 
was so funny about all of this, but Maya sure as hell was getting a kick out of it. He 
just hoped she was finding Justin’s stuttering humorous and not the part with the 
blind kid. 


“You know; besides from that, it was pretty fun...” Maya continued to muse aloud. 
As the comment left her lips however, her eyes started to widen, her bottom lip 
parting slightly. She had just gotten struck by a bolt of inspiration, which, knowing 
Maya, was never a good idea. Justin had just about enough of her crazy plans and 
ideas, thank you very much. “Hey... We should all go paintballing. It would be fun!” 


“Not after you told me this Noah kid got blinded by one!” Justin shouted in protest. 
Maya didn’t in the slightest bit seem fazed by all of this. It made you have to 
wonder if she was just pulling Justin’s leg, or if even this Noah kid took his blindness 
seriously. Heaven knows his friends weren’t, apparantly. 


“Pfft- It’ll be fine. We'll all wear the equipment like we’re supposed to.” Maya tried 
to ease his concerns. It was sort of working, but not really. “Come on; | know how 
much you like shooting stuff. Think about it, all of us on one team, sulking through 
the woods like... like, um...” Maya was finding a hard example of who might be 
sneaking through the woods to shoot someone in the face with a paintball gun. 


“..Masked serial killers?” 


“No!” Maya barked, surprised that Justin wasn’t even following her same train of 
thought. Though to be fair, those guys probably shot more than their fair share of 
people in the face in the woods. “Like, uh... A soldier in Vietnam!” Maya eventually 
settled on. She thought it was a shitty comparison in all honesty, but Justin seemed 


to like it, so why the fuck not. “Special operatives tasked with getting enemy intel; 
eliminating enemy personal as we go. Sneaking around through the woods, gun at 
the ready, enemy in sight. You line up your shot, finger on the trigger as you hold 
your breath. You wait for the commander on the walkie-talkie, ordering you to take 
him down nice and easy. Boom! One to the chest without even a sound.” Maya tried 
to paint a picture for Justin. The whole murder angle probably shouldn’t have been 
grabbing Justin’s attention as much as it was, but it seemed to be doing a hell of a 
job convincing him. 


“Well... It does kind of sound like fun.” Justin surrendered after a while. It should be 
fine so long as everyone wears the protective gear instead of being idiots. Besides; 
he was already blind in one eye; what were the chances of that happening again. 
Would be a nice way of getting his mind off of this whole shadow business anyway. 
Shooting people in the chest with painful paint pellets? Sure, why not? Maya smiled 
with slight victory. She hadn’t exactly done much over the summer other than work, 
so it would be nice to get some rest and relaxation in before the seasons changed. 


“Oh man this is going to be great. We'll dominate the field.” Maya bragged slightly, 
even though she didn’t know what the competition was going to be like. Though 
given some of the things she mentioned; | don’t think anyone was going to question 
her dedication to victory on the matter. “Last time we went paintballing, we made a 
grenade with a spray paint can; all we did was-“ 


“Ahh- Y-You know what; I’ll take your word for it.” 


